THE MONSTERS' BALL

Marie-Ange made no reply and went upstairs, her eyes filled with
tears, thinking: "He's not alone, he's not alone, he's not all alone ..."

Among their forest of chairs the old people of the "grand tourna-
ment" looked at each other in disapproval.

"We all know what boys of twenty are like," said old Madame de
Laubrieres at last; "all the same, on the night of his grandmother's
death the boy should have stayed. If only for your sake, my dear
Isabelle, don't you think so?"

Isabelle shrugged her round shoulders helplessly.

"The younger generation are certainly lacking in heart," declared
the other old lady, tapping her enormous bosom with her finger,

Isabelle was tempted to agree. And then she remembered the death
of Jean de La Monnerie, and how Aunt Juliette, that night, had refused
to go and see her dying husband, though he was asking for her, and
had merely gone on making her bread-dolls.

"If you're feeling tired, please don't..." said Isabelle, who was
wondering when the three old people would make up their minds to go.

"Not at all, we shall not leave you alone, my dear; we know too
well what it is/' replied Madame de Laubrieres.

The unaccustomed vigil was something of a treat for the old people
in spite of the tragic circumstances.

There was a silence.

"Do you play bridge, Isabelle/' asked the retired lawyer, wiping a
tear from his eye-glass.

"A little, from time to time," Isabelle replied.

"Well, supposing we had a game," Madame de Laubrieres suggested
gently. "It would do you good, my dear, and the time would pass more
quickly."

"Yes, it would prevent your thinking," said the other old woman.

Isabelle hesitated, took off her glasses, put them on again, pushed
back a greying lock that had strayed across her forehead. Her brow
was lined; she was mentally composing the announcement.

The three old people sat motionless, waiting; a little vitality had re-
turned to their faces; they were watching their junior like birds of
prey.

"Yes, why not, let's play a game..." Isabelle said automatically:

"Aunt Isabelle" sat down and began shuffling a pack. Without
knowing it she had entered old age.
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The greatest insomniacs in Paris had taken up their quarters at
Sandoval's like soldiers bivouacking. There were still some jiiteeia? of
them finishing off the food, helping themselves to chaio|>agiie/and
postponing for as long as possible the moment wfoen they
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